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Mr Lond, 


TT as Third ituftrious GEORGE we find, 
Like Great Veſpaſian, form'd to bleſs Mankind; 
From him each Muſe unerring Goodneſs draws, 
And lenicnt Mercy temp' ring rigid Laws. 
To him Religion fled, and found Support, = 
And now, by Virtue guarded, dwells at Court. 9 


Too long has Gaming, propt by Mode and Taſte, 
Laid Riches, Honours, and Diſtinction, waſte; 


From 


Titus Veſpaſian. 
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8Z Pi White what Ruin, Sorrow, and Dilgrace, 
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te 


Allens the higher Ranks of human Race ; 


10 
Nor {cape the lower mark how Tradeſmen ſmart, 
And curſe New-marke? with a bleeding Heart. 


Since Drug or Piſtols often frank the Debts 


No Wonder Bankrupts weekly crowd Gazcttes, 
Of laviſh Gameſters, when undone by Bets. 1 ; 


"But hold—Sir Aimmell ſpeaks What fooliſh 


Rhymes! 
« Are Men of Faſhion bard ev'n trivial Crimes ? 


« What ! muſt they live like Methodiſtic Seers, 
'* And, whining, ſhed frail penitential Tears? 20 


« Thanks to my Parents! I was early taught 


« To baniſh worſt of Ills—intruding Thought. 
Hence Cards on Sundays are my chief Delight, 


* A Church and Parſon would my Soul affright ; 
Of Graves and cold Mortality they ſmell, 27 
Nor can I bear to hear the tolling Bell. 


Perhaps, Sir Aimmell, you d devoutly pray, 


Were Cards permitted on the Sabbath - Day? 


Pray 


[3] 


% Pray! (he replies) moſt ferveatly I weld; + 
« Deſtroy but once the inauſpitivus Broad; 90 
ce hate the fable, gormandizing Race, | 
« Their ſelfiſh Doctrines, ſanctiſy d Grumace ; 
| « Ev'n Sr. John's Candour, Learning, Wit and Sdaſc; 
| <« Collected, gave this beral Band Offence. | 
| « Whoſe Modes of Faith from Age to Age deſcend, 25 
« Which Fools receive, becauſe the Knaves defend. 
« While Superſtition veils weak Error's Shrine, 
« Ard trembling Crowds believe what's hid, divine. 
| By all my Joys, I think the Pow'rs above | 

* Who ſhed o'er Nature their divineſt Love, 40 
Have left Mankind their Lives and Fortunes free, 
© To be diſpos d of as they beft ſhall fee. 


Line 36. hich Fools receive, &c.] Sir Aimwell has not oily adopted Lord 
Bolinbroke's Religion, but his very Phraſeology ; for Foals and Knaves re 
the only two Claſſes into which he has divided the whole Race of Mankind, 
from Adam to St. Joby It may admit of ſome Diſpute in wilich C "this - 
Lordſhip muſt be rank'd : As a Miniſter of State, the Knaves have a 
to him: As a Philoſopher and Divine, the Fools have already cd him as 
their High Prieſt. N. B. Fool and Knave are often' given in the ſame Breach 
; by my Lord. —I only mention this, that Sir Amwell may not have the 

| Merit of the Diſcovery. 


6 Then 
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41 


Then why, why burſt the monumental Tomb, 
To ſhew a poor, ſelf murder d Gameſter's Doom ? 

« "Tis like a Bigot's impotence of Head, 45 
« To ſcare the Living with your Phantoms dead. 

* Read but his Epitaph, and there you'll find, 
Here lies interr d the beſt of Human Kind ; 

* << The fade Husband, Parent, Brother, Friend; 

« Perjet in Life, Exemplar in his End.” 70 


What! ſhan't we tear Examples from the Grave 
Tear, tear ten Thouſand, if bad Men they d ſave: 
As well might Cowards triumph in the Duſt, 
And Truth not pluck the Laurels from their Buſt. 
| Gibbets, unmov'd, each vile Aſſaſſin ſaw, 55 
| Till made, when hang d, Anatomies by Law: 
- Now the fell Villain, ready for your Life, | 
- Shrinks at this Thought, and trembling drops his Knife. 
Self-Murd'rers claim the Legiſlative Care, 
And ought long-laſting Infamy to ſhare. 


_. 


Line 59. Self-Murd'rers claim, &c.] Perhaps ſome may think ue 


[s] 
For their ſad Crime does ſtricter Laws demand, 
Which ftains the Virtues of this happy Land. 
Groſs Fcod, thick Air, a cold inclement Sky, 
Are not the Cauſe ſo many raſhly die; 4 
But Vice, Profuſeneſs, modern Unbelief, =; 
Deſpair, high Play, and Pride that ſpurns Relief: 
Theſe are the Cauſes which diſtract the Mind 
Of Braves to Gop, to Nature and Mankind. 


But now, my Lord, a Female Party View, 
All prone to Av rice, and to Gaming true. 70 
See here Aminda ſporting Wealth and Fame, 
Ye Gods! how keenly ſhe purſues the Game: 


that the preſent Laws againſt Suiciſm want no Amendment. How comes it 
then that the daily Papers ſo frequently preſent us with Inſtances of this dreadful 
Crime? Does it proceed from the Relaxation of thoſe Laws, or from the In: 
creaſe of Luxury, Infidelity and Gaming? In a Word, nothing ſhould fereen 
the Corpſe of the Suicide from Juſtice, but his being an acknowledged Lana- 
tick before he made himſelf away. 

But was a Law made (ſimilar to that againſt Aſſaſſins) to have their Buddies 
deliver'd over to the Surgeons for Diſſection, lo many Perſons would neg 
perhaps deſtroy themſelves with ſo much Calmneſs and Deliberation. 


Deſpiſing 


B 


[6] 


| Deſpifing all the tender Ties of Life, 


A lukewarm: Mother and a fiery Wife. 


(Her Conſort He, poor Man, is left alone, 


Like Niabe to weep himſelf to Stone.) 
Ah! deaf to Prudence, deaf to Virtue's Call, 
A Sacrifice her Beauty ſoon muſt fall; 


- No Fortune can her Vanitics ſupply, 


But golden Mines ſome Ladies have------in Eye; 
Doubtful ev'n now her boaſted Honour ſtands, 
As ſhe takes Preſents from improper Hands. 


Approach, my Lord, and let us juſt ſurvey 
That Corner Table, fo immers'd in Play : 
The conſcious Horrors of a luckleſs Decal, 
Lo! dear Belinda's penſive Looks reveal. 
Say, what's the End of all her Toil and Smart ? 
A broken Fortune, and a broken Heart. 
Now pale, now fluſh'd, her clouded Partner ſits, 
Wriggling her Chair and taking Snuff by Fits. 


Ty 


80 


90 


Quickly 


(FJ 
But in this ſtrange, irrational Employ, 
There's certain Mis ry, and precarious Joy 


Here fits Haughtilla with her anguifh'd Mein, 
Playing but Guinea · Whiſt to kill the Spleen; 
Of either Hand ſhe takes a tranſient Look, 97 
And who condemns her Play ?-----She plays by Book. 
Alas! ſhe trembles---- O! ſupport her Head-— 
The faded Roſes from her Cheeks are fled. 

No wonder now——fince her Opponents call, 

And lo! three Honours on the Table fall. 100 
Hey-----quick a Card into her Glove ſhe flips, 
And then affectedly her Coffee fips. 
But hark !-----ſhe now aſſerts the Deal was loſt; 
And as the Cards are in Confufion toſt, 
Her falling Glove the paltry Fraud reveals, 
When ev'ry Tongue with Rage and Cenſure * 
Farewell to Honour, and adieu to Fame, 

Eraſe fie, Scandal ---ſhe's a virtuous Dame. 


vey | 


181 
But turn, my Lord, and Delia now behold, 

Foaming with Anger a tremendous. Scold 110 

How Paſſion changes her bewitching Face, 

Where blooming Beauty ſhone with ſmiling Grace 

You ſay, What caus'd this moſt prodigious Heat 

In one ſo ſoft and languiſhingly Sweet? 

O nothing—---but Sharpilla pull'd down four, 115 

Without Permiſſion, from my Lady's Score. 

Hold, Sir, twas wrong her Counters to aflail, 

For beſt of Memories, God knows, may fail. 


Julia with theſe an ample Fortune loſt, 

By adverſe Cards for ever, ever croſs d. 120 
The modiſh Town at her Mis fortune ſmil'd, 

And kinder yet, her ſpotleſs Fame revil d. 

But ſtill ſhe hop d, from Friendſhip's ſacred Tie, 

For Pity, Comfort, and the kind Supply. 

Yet ſoon her Friends in ſeeming Tears withdrew, 125 
And bade (ſhe little thought) their laſt adieu. 


They 


[9] 


They kindly left her in exceſſive Grief, 

To feed on Hope---poor Soul !---a cold Relief. 

In vain ſhe writ, in vain ſhe breath'd her Woes, 

Her greateſt Friends were now her greateſt Foes: 

And if the Lawyer had obey d Commands, 

| To Gaol they d dragg d her by atrocious Hands. 

| Indeed, a Lord deplor'd her mournful Caſe, 

And offer d largely---for a ſoft Embrace; | 

But when rejected, his Reſentment roſe, 137 

Ard what he hinted ask for Scandal knows. 

At laſt——O cruel Scene of raſh Deſpair 

She tore her Garments, and diſhevel'd Hair; 

Then raſhly divdin No ſamondas Stream, 

Where Maids no more of Cards, or perjur'd Lovers 
dream. | 140 


< 
— 


130 


Of Julias Fate beware, ye Virgin Throng, 
Like you, ſhe once was happy, fair, and young 
Gaming, at leaſt, ſinks Honour, Fame, and Wealth, 
Waſtes Time, fours Temper, and evap rates Health. 
But 


"With Frowns and Wrinkles, and the Hues of Age; 


[20 ] 
But Cards are beſt from further Thoughts declin'd, 147 
"Tis theſe, that ſpoil your yet uncultur'd Mind; 

Veil all your Charms, from Envy, Spight, and Rage, 


Strike ev'ry Limb with Tremor—— Head with Pain, 
And all your ſhining Virtues blaſt or ſtain; 150 
Nay, more provoking and deſtructive ſtill, 

Rob you of Conqueſts, and of Sov reign Will. 


All the long Night let rev rend Relics play, 
And part, like guilty Ghoſts, at Break of Day. 
With livelier Joys ye blooming Nymphs engage, 155 
And leave Avidity and Cards to Age. 
To Hymen's Offers prove ſupremely kind, 
You were for Love's domeſtic Scenes defign'd. 
Let antient Ladies undiſturb'd embrace 
That pretty Fellow——the triumphant Ace. 
Since of the Gods they but devoutly ask 
For Cards propitious, and the Cordial Flask. 
By Time's cold Hand of ev'ry Charm bereft, 
They have no Paſſion but for Lucre left. 


Alas 


[ 2x7 } | 
Alas! pale Spe&res! how ye rove abant. 
And turn to Charnels, ev'n the gayeſt Route 
But when your Cheeks with borrow'd Roſes bloom, 
You rob the Sexton and defraud the Tom. 
Yet know, tis Virtue makes old Age admir d. 
And not the Beauty that with Youth expird. 170 


But ſtop one Moment and relate the Lives 
Of modiſh Dames——thoſe admirable Wives! | 
Breakfaſts, Sights, Viſits, Auctions and the Park, _ 
Employ their Morns with Fribbles or a Spark. | 
Then curling, painting, dining, railing, toaſting, 177 
And of their wond'rous Bargains loudly boaſting, 
Steal all the intermediate Hours till Sev'n, 
When lo! for Play, the joyful Signal's giv'n. 
From Route to Route, from Drum to Drum they 
bound, - 
Bet, game and ſquander all their Money round. | 180 
But when the laſt, laſt ling'ring Party's up, 
Tir'd and worn out, they Home return to ſup; . 


Line 179. From Raute to Route, Sc.] Drums, Routs and Hurricanes are 
faſhionable Names for Card-Aſſemblies. A Drum is when a Lady has fix 


Tables at play; a Route, twelve ; and a Hurricane, twenty. - - - -- 


Where 


[rn] 


Where, having fipp'd a little burnt Champaign 


To quiet Conſcience, tho alas in vain '! 
They fly (how early!) to their Conſort's Arms, 
With rufled Tempers and with faded Charms. 

But Heav'n forbid that we approach their Beds 


187 


Calm beat their Hearts, and eaſy lie their Heads 


O fay! if Beauty, Honour, Parts and Fame; 
All that can give the Head or Heart acclaim; 190 
All that can Life improve, or Taſte refine, 
Fall not a Sacrifice at Gaming's Shrine ? 


From Infancy to Life's. laſt quiv ring Sand, 
Poor Charles s Play- things tremble in our Hand: 
To little Maſter, who can ſcarcely creep, 195 
Nurſe deals the Cards; they play till he's afleep. 
But Parents ought to chuſe Amuſements fit 
To nurture Genius, and to ripen Wit ; 
For ev 'n Diverſions might, like Learning, tend 
To form the Manners for the nobleſt End. 200 


Line 194. Peer Charles Play- things, Se.] Cards were invented in 1390, 
to divert Charles VI of France in his lucid Intervals. But it is remarkable, 


that what was at firſt intended to relieve, has ever ſince been the principal Cauſe 
Ere 


ol ſpreading Madneſs. 


[ 23 ] 
Ere my young Lord is taught to read amd write, | 
Of many Games confeſs'd a Maſter qui: . . 
Why ſhould he run the Gauntlet of the Schools, 
Nurs d from the Breaſt in Hoyle's ſcientick Rules ? 
Rules that thro Life he'll ſtudy more and more, 
'Till his great Tutor's Genius he'll adore. 
To cramp his tender Intellects with Greek, 
And crabbed Latin, fir for Monks to ſpeak, 
Might ſpoil his Genius, nay his Manners Spoil, 
While he gain'd nothing for his Time and Toil. 
Teach him to keep his great Eſtate from Debts, 
By weighing odds, and hedging doubtful Bets. 


07 


210 


Right, cries Mamilla, what has he to do 
With all that------what d' you call em? Claſſic crew; 
No, let him learn to fence and dreſs in France, 11 
Perform a Solo, Game, talk French, and dance. __ 


Ladies can beſt our Education plan, 
Their owns fo perfect they'll accompliſh Man! 
What 


Db 


- [ 14 ] 
"What vaſt Occonomiſts they daily grow, 

And ne er for Scorch-Cole, Cards and Wax-Lights owe. 

But bleſſed Times we happy Britons ſee, 

When Wives for gaming boaſt ſo good a Plea! 


121 


The Chine ſe, skill d in all the Arts of Trade, 
Of wag ring Wives have long a Practice made; 
Patient as Jab, at Play they never fret, 
Ev'n tho they loſe this lovely precious Bet 
Still to prolong the Table's votive Joys, 
Rather than break up- ---ſtake their Girls and Boys, 


Line 220. And er for Scotch-Cole, &c.] This alludes to the Servants 


| offen finding Scotch-Cole, Wax-Candles, and Cards, out of the Money left 
under the Candleſticks. 


Line 223. The Chineſe ftilPd, &c.] © Notwithſtanding the excellent Con- 
<« ftitution of the Chineſe Government, which teaches all the Rules of Civility, 
« the People are far from being remarkable for Humanity and Integrity. 
„ Tho* Gaming be forbidden to Perſons of all Ranks, it does not hinder the 
« Chineſe from playing ſo long till they have loſt all their Eſtate, their Houſes, 
« their Children, and their Wives, which they ſometimes hazard on a Card; 
« for there is no Degree of Extravagance to which Avarice will not carry them : 
« But they take great Care to conceal their Gaming. | 


Oo 


| [15 ) * 
And eaſe the weary Husband of his Load; 240 


Eſtabliſh'd once—(no Lawyer at the Bar 

Would wanton with the Woes of Civil War, 

When the connubial prov'd a barren Bed, 

Or budding Antlers pain d his Lordſhip's Head.) 
Then would the Bucks abominate their Lives, 237 
And marry quickly — hy? to bet their Wives. 
For who would heſitate, when Caſh ran low, 
To loſe both Wife and Children at a Throw ? 
Then would the Ladies often change #berr Dears,. 
Without Drops, Drams, or Beauty-fading Tears, 
Or running thro the Gantflope of Laws, 240 
To fatten Proctors, with a luſcious Cauſe. 


Game/ters are nigh ally d, all o er the Globe, 
As rich as Cr&/jws, or as poor as Fob. * 
Mark! how young Mau/broom emulates the Great, 
Tho' in a Stable lics——his chicf Eſtate : 

His Houſe embelliſh'd in the fineſt Taſte 
With Pictures, Buſtoes, Books and China's grac'd : 


245 


F x6 } 

Look up and down, what Kindred, Pomp and Show, 
The Cielings glitter, and the Carpets glow. 
Rich Viands frenchify'd perfume his Board, 
With theſe he tickles many a ſporting Lord. 
But grant his next Newmarket Run be great, 
His Service then ſhall vic with P--b--m7's Plate. 
Thus Pyramids of Gold, acquir'd by Play, 
Like Rocks of Ice, meit Drop by Drop away, 
Tantivy now he rides a deſp rate Heat, 
And tott'ring fits, upon his arduous Seat; 
O fave him, Fortune, — hear his votive Call, 

O never, never, let thy Hero tall! 

He will no Deity but thee obteſt, 

While with thy Hononrs, with thy Trophies bleſt. 


2570 


At honeſt A, ever be enroll d, | 
The Men oppreſt by Poverty or Gold ; 260 
For theſe combin d, the Ways of Heav n inſtill, 
And the full Fountain feeds the murm'ring Rill. 


But Play's the Rock on which we ſhipwreck Time. 
And is Time founder'd but a venial Crime? 
Life's 


[ #7 ] 


Life's precious Moments would not quickly fly, 


Could Cards inſure our Immortality : :- 
Allow d:; Why does kind Heaven ſuch Gifts diſpenſe | 
As Reaſon, Judgment, Conſcience, Wit and Senſe ? 266 
Since ev'n an Idiot's Wiſdom. wou d ſuffice, 
To play at Games of Chance, and caſt the Dies. 
Ah! vain to hope ! eternal, bright Rewards, | 
Reſerv'd for Folly, and a Life of Cards. 270 


For half an Age our Navies oer the Main, 
Became the Jeſt of haughty France and Spain 
But rouz d at length Brizanma's Genius roſe, 
Still more illuſtrious for her long Repoſe. 
Recal, brave Britons, ev'ry Virtue fled, 
And let the Laurel with Religion ſpread : 
Gaming deſpiſe, and the voluptuous Treat ; 

No Gamelter, Epicure, can eer be great 

Vile Characters! unknown in Edward's Days, 

When Britons won (as now) immortal Praiſe. 280 
But if ſome Luxurics our Chicks ſhou d crave, 

Let them be ſuch as ſanctify the Brave; 


E 


For 


[18] 


For one there is, that gives ey'n Grace to Birth, 


The con/cions Pleaſure of promoting Worth. 


The Royal Mandate and Example join, 
Sacred to keep the Sabbath Day divine : 
But if the Wealthy card on Sunday ſtill, 
And boaſt they re guilty of no public III; 
However privately they meet to game, 
The Crime, and Scandal muſt remain the ſame, 290 
Demanding ſure his further gracious Cares, 
Who with three Kingdoms ev'ry Virtue Heirs ; 
Far greater Monſters than Alcides flew, 
Are left for George to conquer and ſubdue. 


Bloated Corruption, with Briarian Hands, 295 

- Encircled deep with fierce, rapacious Bands, 
Prompt or to beg, or ſteal, or lie, or ſwear, | 
To fawn or bully-----Place or Bribe to ſhare. 


| 
Line 297: Prompt or to beg or fleal, &c.] | 

Prompt or to guard, or ſtab, to ſaint or damn, c. Porz. 
Enthron'd 
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[ 9 ] 


Enthron'd with Vice fell Irreligion leans 
In all the Pomp and Pride of Eaſtern Queens, 200 
Pleaſure's their Hand-maid-------all the Loves and Hours 
Await their Steps, and ſcatter fragrant Flow rs, 
Whoſe Sweets, tho' tempting to the mortal Senſe, 
Eternal Grief and Agony diſpenſe. 
Here all the Paſſions riot unconfin'd, 305 
And pour Deſtruction through the Heart and Mind: 
Here ſacred Laws of Juſtice, Truth and Right, 
Reaſon and Virtue, Faith's bright Beam of Light, 
A Saviour's Image, and the hallow'd Page, 
Are trampled on with unremitting Rage. 


310 


Gaming's a Fiend with Harpy Claws and Eyes, 
Of Paper Subſtance, but prodigious Size: 
Which like Eve's Serpent wears ſeducing Smiles, 
And when it proffers moſt, the moſt beguiles : 
The Sight of Gold it's Appetite creates, 
And dread Deſtruction on it's Meal awaits : 


315 


Line 312. Of Paper Subſtance, &c.] Alluding to Bank Bills, Sc. by 
Lil w 


which high Play is carried on. 


L 20 


Like Leeches it will ſuck, like Tigers tear, 

Nor Age, nor Sex, nor Friend, nor Foe will ſpare. 
Ariſe Great Ceorge the Hoſts above reply 

« Great George ariſe, and let thy Vengeance fly, 320 
« Arm'd with the Pow'rs of Earth, the Smiles cf Heay'n, 
c To vanquiſh all theſe Fiends to thee tis giv'n.” 


Of what Felicity can Mortals boaſt, 
Upon a Sea of Chance and Folly toſt? 
Plato rebuked a noble Youth at play, 


37 
And bid him throw the dang rous Dice away: 
“For Trifles, Sir, are Dice to be deny d?“ 
Cuſtom's no Trifle, Plato warm reply ' d. 
To **** or #** now, my Lord, repair, 
The Rooks and Bubbles are aſſembled there: 330 


Ah! loſt to Honour! what Chicane they try. 

Here pack the Card, there throw the loaded Die; 

With panting Heart they watch the ling ring Stake; 

Ah! let them win, and diſtant Realms may ſhake. 
Unhappy 


[ 22 ] 


Unhappy Lisbon owns th Almighty's Hand 


335 
Can fink a City, and deſtroy a Land : | 
Princes and Kings in Links of Pen'ry bind, 
And ſcatter Wealth, like Chaff before the Wind, 
Reform, ye Idlers, and be timely wiſe, 
Heav'n's Vengeance ſwifter than an Arrow flies. 


340 


How wou'd you tremble at the dead of Night, 
Shou'd undulating Earth impede your Flight! 
Not more Be//bazzar could be ſtruck with awe, 
When firſt the Fingers on the Wall he ſaw. 


As ſoon might Sz/yphus have fix d the Stone, 347 
Or Icarus on Dedal Wings have flown, 
Or Tantalus his raging Thirſt allay'd, 
As you liſt here and not their Prey be made. 
Theſe are th Emporiums of Deceit and Fraud, 
Unrein'd by Virtue, and by God unaw'd! 


N 


350 


Line 335. Unhappy Lisbon, Sc.] This dreadful Viſitation in 1754 the 
Portugueſe imputed to their Impiety, Gaming, and univerſal Venality. 


Lovecard 


F 


[ 24 ] 


Lovecard was held an Oracle at Play, 
In ev ry Bet his Judgment bore the Sway ; 
Theſe watch'd his Motions, and thoſe weigh'd his Look, 
With him they went, whatever Side he took ; 

How vain the flender Pile of human Fame, 355 
That tow'rs on Infamy to fink in Shame ! 

This Demi-God (by ev'ry Bite admir'd) 

Suppos d ſo rich, quite pennyleſs expir'd ! 

Hence all his frail Foundations of Eſteem, 

Sunk in a Moment, like a Morning Dream. 360 
To Knaves he left his wond rous Skill at Cards, 

Fools had his Fealth, and Game/ters their Rewards. 


Portins was born in nobleſt Scenes to Shine, 
The laſt, laſt Hopes of an illuſtrious Line ; 
A zealous Patriot, warm in Freedom's Cauſe, 365 
Whene'er he ſpoke Fame rung his loud Applauſe, 
Till curſed Gaming, (like a northern Wind,) 
Blaſted the promis d Fruits of his great Mind. 
Grief, like a Thief at Night, itole in unſcen, 
And fill d his Boſom with the Haggard Spleen. 370 
He 


[ 25 ] 


He ſoon (fad Refuge) to the Bottle flew, 
And bid to ev'ry Claim of Life adieu. 
But ſaw, nay own d, his Errors when too late, 
The drowned Genius, and the dipp'd Eſtate. 


The gay Mercutto, with leſs ſhining Parts, 277 
Was form'd to pleaſe and win the Ladies Hearts; 
Made to excel in active rural Sports, 
And in the ſofter Joys of amorous Courts, 

Bleſt with a Fortune equal to his Birth, 

A Head of gallantry, a Soul of Mirth ; 4 380 
Yet ſteadily he trod the Paths of Fame, 
Till Hymen join d him to a beauteous Dame. 


Two Years they paſt in mutual Love and Joy, 

Without a Murmur or the leaſt Alloy ; | 

But in the Thard-------I tremble to relate, 385 

He 700k 10 play, and loſt his whole Eſtate. 

Yet I muſt wave his fatal Change of Life, 

His conſtant Gaming, his forſaken Wife, 

His Brawls and Quarrels, Duels and Diſgrace, 

His dreadful Curſes on himſelf and Race. 390 
(Tho 


[ 24 ] 
(Tho while he pour d his Execrations fell, 
Earth ſeem d to ſhake, and ope the Jaws of Hell) 


Suffice it now----—that Phrenetick he ran, 
And in a Mad-houſe dy d a wretched Man. 


True, Perpetuities are hateful Things, 
But Terra Firma now, like Gold has Wings; 
See large Domains and ſplendid Houſes fly, 
As run the Cards, or ſpins the rattling Die. 
What! has Fabrics his fine Villa fold, 
Built with the frugal Cit's long-hoarded Gold ? 
He ſtak d and loſt it gainſt a certain Sum, 
To keep (how prudent) ſtill entire his Plum. 


—— — — 
- A 
. 


Sir Courtly hates the ruſtick, rural Scene, 
The winding River, and th' enamel'd Green ; 
But in St. James's Park how ſweet the Breeze 
The muddy Waters ! and the duſty Trees! 
Hence nobly quitting what his Sires had grac'd, 
Their Scat of Hoſpitality and Taſte. 


395 


405 
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Enroll'd at hs, his Oaks unpity d fall, 
And leave, quite naked, the forſaken Hall, 410 
Which, with the Manor, he next plung d in Debt, 
And laſtly loſt them at a fingle Bet. | 
No more of theſe—for blacker Fools remain, 
To cloſe, with Horror and Diſmay, the Strain. 


Ev n now, we feel the worſt Reſult of Peace; 
For Murders, Villames, and Thefts increaſe. 
Ask why, of F-d—g,——They he foon replies, 
From Gaming, Lux'ry, and Free-thinking riſe. 
Allow'd, my Lord, the meaneſt Sons of Earth, 
Embrace the Follies of exalted Birth. 4-20 
Nor can we marvel, Vice triumphant rides, 
And Oaths, Laws, Puniſhments, and Power derides; 
As ſhe's protected by the Life in Vogue, 
Which trains the Knave, and vindicates the Rogue. 


417 


What made Bene volur from Virtue ſwerve, 4.25 
The Orphan plunder, and the Widow ſtarve ? 
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What made Sir Szeddy truck his Caſting Vote? 

Or brave Mirmillo forge a Banker's Note? 

What made Sir Scruple, with unhallow'd Hands, 
Mortgage ſtill o'er and o'er his /eiiled Lands? 430 
What made poor Florimond a Pimp for Life, 

And lend, like Cato, his prolific Wife? 

What made ſome Patriots join the cringing Tribe, 

And pocket ſnug—an ignominious Bribe ? 

But Wealth exhauſted by inveigling Play; 435 
And Debts of Honour all Mankind muſt pay. 

4 The leaſt Demur wou d wound Patrician Fame, 

| And load Piebeian with reproachful Shame. 


But Lux'ry, Parent of profuſe Expence, 
Has left the Wealthy ſcarce a Competence : 4.40 
Hence ſprung Corruption! hence the venal Fee! 
Looſe Manners, Morals, and Impiety 
But when high Living's lick d up all their Gold, 
And rack'd Invention can no more unfold, 
Then Gaming bids——away, away they roll, 445 
And riſque what's left a Carcaſe, or a Soul. 


Satan 


L "= 
Satan grows, ative;how vgs their) cloſe, of Laſer 1or 
Infuſing Doubts. Deſpair, Revenge, and Strife : 
He drugs the Cup, and ready cocks the Gm. 
And Suiciſm ends what; Biba begun. ''; yo th8P 


Mark, my dear Lord,. when. Men Ae quite 
The fatal Doom of vice: 7:14 203 10fldA 
By Heav n abapdon' CY P; arts and Wm oct WP: 
And fly for Refuge to. dark Exror s ſnade en ofT 
From conſcious Guilt at Revelation rave, i. [ 
And Wiſdom infinite blaſpheming brave: H 
All future Puniſhment, all hop'd Reward, 
As vulgar Not ions from their Plan diſcard. 

( Who. liye like Brutes may waſh like. Brates to att 5 
And be through all Eternity forgot 49 
But Revclation drives their Clouds away, 


208 

Infolds a, Gop, and his immortal Der, \i ay 
| ”» H 

Who ſordid Gaming and its Views 3 CY 


May well the fr/t Philoſophy defend 3, 1, 447410 
| Whoſe | 


omg Gr 4 ie f, , ,, reio—_— — __ 
- ; 
me " * 1 _ _ — _ 5 


1 


Whoſe Tele wc wan fee ce Fave e 2 "I 
To ſport nud wartom Me the Wind and Seki | 


Hence half that Ruin in y Pages paſt,/ 
Hence all that Murder which mut — — * 


But flats Mankind from dread We ey” 
Abhor the Slav'ry of deſtru@ive Play; 


0 
Whoſe Fetters fly old griping g Mammon makes, os 
Tho' Satan gets, whoever wins the Stakes. 
Mena. like, by foft bewitching Pow rs, 
He firſt allures, then ferzes and n 
Ah ! what a Troop of Suicides ariſe, 17 4975 


With mangled Forms, grim Looks, and ghaftly Eycs ; 


Undone by Play '---Tho/e drain'd the poiſon'd Bowl, 


But found no Leibe that cou'd eaſe the Soul: 
Conſcience furviv'd to ſting their mental Senſe, 

In which is pictur'd ev'ry paſt Offence. 480 
Theſe mournful Shades enfanguin'd Daggers ſhow, 
While thro' their Wounds the Blood ftill ſeems to flow: 


They 


[ 29 ] 
They glide at Midnight round the Gamefſter's Board, 
And ftrive in vain to graſp each Winners Hoatd* + | 
This doubles ev'ry Pang of confcious _—_— 15 
And makes their Hell (ſrom thirſt of Gold) within 
There Ghoſts more horrid ſtrike th' aſtomiſh'd Eye, 
And for their blown out Brains inceſſant cry. 
They wave their Piſtols, and for Vengeance call 
On Dice, on Cards, and their Decoys, to fall. 
What wreathing Agonies! what hollow Moans ! 
What piercing Shrieks ! what ſelf-tormenting Groans ! 
Deſcend and veil them, O ye Clouds of Night, 
Deſcend and ſnatch them from our aching Sight : 
We feel our vital Stream run cold within, 495 
Claſp our pain d Boſoms, and preclude their Sin. 


490 


Short is Man's Life! ( diſpatch its Duties faſt ) 
Short as a Winter's Day, or Summer's Blaft ! 
Yet in this Life what preſſing Buſineſs lies, 
1t an Eternity of Bliſs we prize; 
Or dread the Fires which will for ever glow, 
Prepar'd for black Impenitence below. 
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